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of an old palace retainer, long in the service of the deceased
monarch, and his own intimate friend. He answered by his
name. " What is your purpose ?" said the old man. " Let us
down a cord, and we will arrange the rest."

Presently the rustling of a rope came down the wall. 'Abd-
Allah and his two companions clambered up one after the other,
and soon stood together within the palace chamber. " Where
does Mesharee sleep?" was the ominous question. The servant
of Turkee indicated the way. Threading the dark corridors,
barefoot and in silence, the three adventurers reached the door
of the usurper's bedchamber. They tried it j it was bolted
from within. " In the name of God !" exclaimed 'Abd-Allah,
and with one vigorous thrust burst the lock, and the room lay
open.

There lay Mesharee, with a pair of loaded pistols under his
pillow. At the noise he started up, and saw three dark outlines
before him. Seizing his weapons, he fired them off in quick
succession, and the two companions of 'Abd-Allah fell, one
dead, the other death-wounded, yet alive. But 'Abel-Allah
remained unscathed, and rushed on his victim, sword in hand.
Mesharee, a man of herculean size, seized the arms of his enemy
and grappled with him. Both fell on the floor, but Mesharee
kept firm hold on the sword-arm of 'Abd-Allah, and bent him-
self to wrest the weapon from his hand. While thus they rolled
together in doubtful struggle, the dying comrade of 'Abd-Allah,
collecting his last strength, dragged himself to their side, and
seized the wrist of Mesharee with such convulsive force, that it
made him for an instant relax his hold. That instant 'Abd-
Allah freed his sword, and plunged it again and again into the
body of his antagonist, who expired without a struggle.

Not a cry had been raised, not an alarm given. 'Abd-Allah
cut off the head of Mesharee where he lay, and with it in his
hand returned to the chamber where the servant of Turkee
awaited trembling the result of the attempt. By the lamplight
both made themselves sure that the disfigured features were
indeed those of the usurper. Then without a moment's loss
Abd-Allah went to the window and, leaning out, raised his
voice to its utmost pitch to alarm the camp of Feysul, whose
advanced guard was not far from the palace. Several soldiers
started up, and when they approached the wall, " Take the